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And keep no memory more to enforce my hand

That he for whose dead sake I am girt to fight

With one that slew him was of my kindred blood.

Nor this mine own foe that I seek to slay,

But only that I stand here single-souled

For this land's sake and all its noble brood,

To do their judgment on his murderous head

Who is their general traitor; and I pray

Here on my knees before these warlike lines \Kneeling.

That God on whom I call will equally

This day preserve and punish in men's sight

The just and unjust that he looks upon,

With blameless hand dividing their just doom

To one and other; yea, as thou art Lord,

With eye to read between our hearts, and hand

To part between us punishment and grace, "

Hear, God, and judge : and as thy sentence is

So shall man's tongue speak ever of this day

And of his cause that conquers.

Morton,                                   Laird of Grange,

While these that twice brought message from the queen
Bear now this last news back of what they hear,
Lest when the traitor knows whom he shall meet
His foul heart fail him and his false foot flee
By what way forth is left him toward Dunbar,
Take you two hundred horse, and with good speed
Cross to the right beyond this hollow ground
And cut him off; so though he fain would fly
And she stand fast or follow, yet we hold
As in one toil the lioness and the wolf